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I, ij fijinoiiS * . 

let us now in thefr generations 

*’ rlt/ owr "-‘Sritd to them great glory. 

The lord aPPg ra)l thff beginning. 

nts „ho ruled In their kingdoms. 

nwM' wl,r * fc jL* renownri for their power, 
afK j were JJ th lr understanding. 

9(vin g prophecies; 

J nd P I? C n people in their deliberations, 

'“$J & of Instruction! 

( Ji 10 composed musical tunes, 
thC ;y .t ?orth verses In writing; 

„ frh ,„(>/) furnished with resources, 

m.frm peaceably in their habitations— 
d ,| tj^se were honored in their generations, 
flft d were the glory of their times. 

There are some of them who have left a name, 
so that men declare their praise. 

And there are some who have no memorial, 

who have perished as though they had not lived. 

But these were men of mercy, 

whose righteous deeds have not been forgotten; 
their prosperity will remain with their descendants, 
and thefr inheritance to their children's childrei 


Their posterity will continue for ever. 

And their glory will not be blotted out. 
Their bodies were burled In peace. 

And their name lives to all generations. 
Peoples will declare their wisdom, 

And the congregation proclaims their praise. 


-Ecclesiasticus 44:1-4ac,5-9ab» 

10-11, 13-15 






now praise f ?"™°!j!tLir generations. 

Let and our JJJJJJed to them great glory, 

his majesty from ^ ied _ n t king doms, 

There were those w for t h e ir power, 

and were men r the1r underst anding, 
giving coun& * prophecies; 

and P r ° c ]^ pefnie in their deliberations, 
leaders of we words Qf instruc tion; 

w ’ s ® h ’ composed musical tunes, 
th0 and set forth verses in writing; 
rich men furnished with resources, 

living peaceably in their habitations- 
= n these were honored in their generations, 
and were the glory of their times. 

There are some of them who have left a name, 
so that men declare their praise. 

And there are some who have no memorial, 

who have perished as though they had not lived. 

But these were men of mercy, 

whose righteous deeds have not been forgotten; 
their prosperity will remain with their descendants, 
and their inheritance to their children's children. 
Their posterity will continue for ever. 

And their glory will not be blotted out. 

Their bodies were buried in peace. 

And their name lives to all generations. 

Peoples will declare their wisdom. 

And the congregation proclaims their praise. 


—Ecclesiasticus 44:l-4ac,5-9ab, 

10-11, 13-15 
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Curfou? Loujr.r- f/lr'tif [u ^ v, *3inians when 

DFM'JFAi ,rw hr ' er,llrf ' history of 

‘or’o lur HV ,T proud 10 h«*e had 
WF Y ‘ * J 1 " r > some of her pros® im 0 

■hifrh^i 1 '’ W 1 * Cleaning/ a previously 

' / “'“JS 1 fho drew from he, hies' 7 

lh<> Porihni(i« ri 'V ’H 0Se lhls slor Y deals 
-n . or.ahomar, County homeplace which 

' ■ hn/f-i treasured since Revolutionary War 



*°™tme I'm mu miter Neva 
' * tody for the annual housecfeantng 


rr h ‘*r T 1 --;srjEr- -— 

•n^tT?:^^:;, ,trrL.^“r r .X y yX h rZT 3unK ri b r^ 


.h*nit» clunl ril„i which Zc ,h D 

!$d 5 SK 5 S S 3 ST **-* ^ 

V..”"»«' Nol hk.. later when aontcunc £ ya* ClfcH 

, V M,n| l,f / ur ' n,, ‘ige wtmltl coroe in to wash the wood was time for G, D to no off to his 
h |' H>" »««• It’ll work in my huuae, Windcxmy win- manwork, though sometime.,, as a 

d llu* i*nuw genlly, and dows, amt I d lug the box of dusty boon to Mama's intentions he 
hummer rein. Christmas decorations upstairs. No, would hire a sturdy neighbor 

’* * 4 ’* “""Wry school my mother, when she spring house- woman who would come across the 
<■11 laterprincipal and a . leaned, spring housecleaned; and Held at sun-up, happy to work for 
and good, even great, at (here wan nothing casual in her 35 cents a day 
*» He was also a part-time touch. Thus supported and often with 

t always a tat into with a On that morning, chosen by moon brother Ward, too, staying around 
1 pocket and a dream in Signs tor Its promise of "warm and to add his carrying power to the 
hh name was George sunny," Mama would be up long festivities, Mama would begin to 
d* Neill Nearly every before daylight, shaking the kitchen transfer all our goods and chattels 
><• neighborhood called range down, grinding her coffee, from house to yard. For this was 
but not tn his face putting on the bacon and eggs, the old custom, to carry every lock, 

ad once been a school Chen, breakfast over, we would stock, and bobble out of the house, 

>»i hot now lu- was a hurry out to do the milking, strain set the wild collection down on the 

<i cook gartlenei. seam the milk, stop I he hogs, feed the yard grass, scrub it or dust it and 

try maid pig .. to elm kens, ami start carrying in, by sun it; and then, in the late evening, 

.It or, Ilia, kberry pie way of three-gallon buckets, n bin the inside of the house by then 
il. moreover, my mother re I ol water I rum the spring. I hen a scrubbed and squeaky clean, to 
Mu hated tt every tiav fire would he Ini ill at the wash place carry everything hack in. 


*M 11MM I P I tr* VMM | l l » ^ ™ ' ^ 

festivities. Mama would begin to 
transfer all our goods and chattels 
from house to yard For this was 
the old custom, io carry every lock, 
stock, and bobble out of the house, 
sel the wild collection down on the 
yard glass, scrub it or dust it and 
sun it; and then, in the late evening# 
the inside of the house by then 
scrubbed and squeaky clean, to 
carry everything back in. 
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p G p aoe McNeil 1 shown he r e (right) with s»ster Neva 















Cfann y, meanwhile, for she was 
’ yson her own Individual edge 
if ihc activity# would be going over 
j, f bedsprings and all the bed 
.uid crannies, going over 
in that ancient routine of the 
, with a turkey feather 
dipped in turpentine. For turpen- 
txne is death on bedbugs, and 
Granny was always certain that our 
Ms had been colonized by the 
Uite, red, bloodsucking bugs. The 
bedbug argument was one of the 
i joy sources of friction between 
iiunny and Mama, for Mama in- 
tiited that there were no bedbugs, 
while Granny insisted that there 
sere whole settlements of them and 
|would spend half a day with her 
Oily feather, going in and out of all 
the cracks ami crannies in her old 
pioneer rout me Next she would 
‘'lush the bedsteads with buckets of 
m 'PY ‘vater; and then get her a big 
'tick and start beating and flailing 

Jt the rugs. 

I lie rugs, with one exception, 
Mama s 9-by-12 from the floor of 
the parlor, were not rugs, actually, 
n home-woven cotton carpets, the 
"esthat I ydie Allen, up on Dry 

loom w aW ht ‘ r Bredt cl * ,tkln K 
huii Nu ? j ° ,lu? Women of our 
Hu tj| WU L n Wl ’ avecar P ets nuw — 
silent| v - w sln wly and 

'till we iv . nit . 1 V 1 *' 1 ’ Al| vn could 
'an and r Grandma Su- 

Lydle did ° USn Mahal le, though 

nwd“™“o„Td h ‘" r™ “' rp '" 

would cut carpet r«g» j n 


the winter, cutting their long strips 
from pieces of worn-out clothing, 
then sewing the strips together, and 
winding them into great basketball- 
sized balls. Then she would carry 
the great soft multicolored balls up 
the crick to Lydic, and, when the 
carpet was woven, would nail it 
down on the floor with carpet tacks, 
the old square-topped kind. 

These carpet tacks, though only 
around the carpet edges, could 
wreak havoc on a child's bare feet, 
and turpentine would have to be 
poured down into the little punc¬ 
ture holes. Then, too, this carpet 
would become, during a long year's 
season, a great catch-all for dust 
and dirt And though Mama all 
year, on her day of Saturday clean¬ 
ing, would sprinkle salt and water 
on the carpet and sweep up the 
yellow, dirty salt, still the carpet 
was a dusty catch-all, and on spring 
cleaning day must be taken up from 
the floor, drug out into the yard, 
then beaten and turned over, and 
beaten again with all of Granny’s 
fury; while the dust rose from it in 
yellow togs; and the dog barked; 
ami the chickens ran and cackled; 
and the wham-wham of Granny's 
beating stick echoed against the 
smokehouse wall. 

At noontime we would hurriedly 
eat llu* cold lunch Mama had pre¬ 
pared lor the occasion and then 
hurry back to the conflict The win¬ 
dow curtains must be washed and 
stretched, the wearing clothes car¬ 
ried back into the house to their 
pegs and to our one closet, so that 


the scatter rugs could be put on the 
clothesline and beaten with paddles 
and sticks. 

By now the hired woman would 
have the inside of the house all clean 
and soap-smelling, and we could 
begin to carry in our gear. The 
heavy old carpet came first, and we 
would drag it heavily and pull it 
into place. Then Mama and Ward, 
crawling on their knees, would at¬ 
tempt to stretch it and tack it down, 
thus to cover up, for another dusfy 
season, the old Captain's wide- 
board cherry floor. 

It would be almost dusk when we 
sat down to supper, and the cows 
still to be milked, the eggs still to be 
gathered, but Mama would glance 
around the dining room with a look 
of weary satisfaction. For though 
the ceiling still leaked, and the old 
wallpaper still hung in bubbles, the 
room was full of soap and sweet¬ 
ness. Then one lime, I remember 
Mama going into the Captain's 
room in the twilight and setting up 
in the very middle of the table a 
bunch of pink flowers in her pretty 
glass dish. And all the room smelled 
Of sweet flowers and brown soap 
and sunlight; and 1 can smell it now, 
and the harsh old brown soap smell 
makes the tears sting in my eyes. 

Die empty scrubbed rooms of the 
house would seem, at this juncture, 
very big and silent, with all their 
people gone I would walk through 
the echoing rooms, smelling the sun 
and soap, and then, staring into the 
corners, won Id sense the presence 
of the old Captain as he had worked 
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here in the 


back from Yan 

' f „!ii"'"‘ , many years ago- 

k'- ^r'ln would call me tram 

V- 'V ; UMltimotoMfry 

”''“ , \,‘,lta«.i'’ reins “ ll,h !i , i"' 

,n the ltl j j. ,ii(. u, e clean curtains 
J.- J ^Srods.Sooure&ag- 
cr> |flL ' ir , ,ffj ri g would begin all 
ii: rTh«« M»n,f would Ujfee—« 

m«rt - 3 *p*'' “ 

J rrineinrt the lurniture, a fit 
Uich’Ud double the burden 
nii inquire the iransfer of dress- 
Z tables, and what-nots of van- 
oa> kind. Bui the Captain's blade 
walnut highboy would always be 
„ u t back into its exact old place 
against the wall, and the carved 
handle of its upper right-hand 
drawer would stare out at me, say¬ 
ing, "Di» No! Touch. 1 am the 
Captain's Drawer/’ 

After Mama's shifting and star¬ 
ing were over, we would carry the 
gear back into the kitchen — the 
stove still absent — and rearrange 


the cupboard sheh'es. Then the beds 
must be put together; their side 
pieces knocked into their places 
with a hammer; and the slats laid 
on, the springs, the straw tick, then 
the feather tick — in that order; and 
then the beds made up for the night. 
And the shining windows rein¬ 
stalled with nails and hammer, and 
the sweet-smelling curtains hung. 

Then, by late supper time, G. D. 
would come to help carry the range 


hack Into Iho kitchen and - after 
an immortal struggle — manage to 
get the stovepipe into Its hole. 

But .ill of Mania's housecleanmgs 
did not go as smooth and sunny as 
Uiis one typical day. One time a 
sudden rainstorm swooped dovyn 
on us from Bridger's Mountain, with 
Mama running to gather up G. D/s 
books, yelling at us to "get in the 
feather ticks'' and the rain inundat¬ 
ing a great scattering of our house¬ 
hold effects. 

Then that other and historic day 
when G. D, arrived at late noon 
hour to announce calmly that State 
School Superintendent Maurice P. 
Shawkey was arriving for a fried 
chicken supper at half-past six. It 
was this day that G. D. helped us 
carry in the furniture, helped nail 
down the carpet, labored manfully 
to get the window strips back in 
place. And all of us kids running 
back and forth for loads of old coats, 
kitchen equipment, shirts and neck¬ 
ties, leather volumes of Charles 
Dickens, chamber pots, bed ticks, 
spice boxes — and G. D. pounding 
the kitchen stovepipe into its black, 
ill-fitting hole, 

Bv four o'clock the house was fur¬ 
nished, thou eh the spice boxes were 


under the bed and the empty straw 
ticks stuffed into the closet. The 
beds looked a little low, of course, 
and the curtains wrinkled; but the 
fire was flickering in the kitchen 
stove, and Mama was out in the big 


Louise 
McNeill's 
Last Book 

In September 1994 the University 
of Pittsburgh Press published 
Louise McNeill's Fermi Buffalo, an 
extensive collection of the late 
poet laureate's favorite poems 
fisrirtf Buffalo was the project 
which provided excitement to 
McNeill's later years. The title re- 
i fleets a fascination which McNeill 
~ an historian whose son is a 

physicist —came to have with the 

contrast tif the- mythic past and 
H> wonder of science, repre¬ 
sented here by the buffalo roam- 
ing Hve grounds of Hie Fermi 
1 ar Accelerator m Illinois, 

' ‘''ways, her poems range 

64 Winter 1994 


from the profound to the playful, 
some as short as the three lines 
she called "Couple": 

You have not changed — 
for Time is kind; 

Your face —- to me — 
is never lined; 

As you grow' wrinkled, 

I grow blind. 

McNeill collaborated with Char¬ 
leston writer Topper Sherwood 
in preparing the manuscript for 
the book 

Term i Huff ah, 91 pages, sells for 
529 -95 in hardback and $12.95 in 
paperback, the book may Lii? pur¬ 
chased in bookstores or from the 
University of Pittsburgh Press, 
n?.' North Beilefield Avenue, 
1 Hlsburgh, PA 1526th 



yard, ready to direct us a* we ran 
the doomed chickens down bhe 
selected three fairly young jed 
roosters and set us on the trail 
Around and around the big yard 
we pursued the first one, the 
rooster, hi* head up I** • 

Indian, running wHh his legs high 
and squawking wildly and dou- 
bling out and in- Round and round 
the y ard and then round and round 
the chicken house; and the d og with 
his death howl, and Mama flap¬ 
ping her apron on the turns. 

But finally ht 1 was corner 11 4 then 
his two wild brothers with him; and 
all three carried, squawking and 
flailing, to the chopping block, 
where Mama dispatched them, in 
turn, with one practiced flash of 
the ax; then popped them into a 
scalding kettle; jerked their feath¬ 
ers off in big handfuls; and — light¬ 
ing a copy of the Toledo Blade — 
singed them with the flaming head¬ 
lines; and then rushed,her eyes cold 
and her apron bloody, into the 
kitchen to gut them, cut them, and 
pop them into the pot. 

At 6:30, while G. D. and Stah| 
Superintendent Shawkey sat in the m 
parlor talking. Mama was setting^ 
down in front of G. D/s plate at thefl 
dining table a great platte^^ol 
golden-brown fried chicken^ihertr 
adding her dishes of creamy mashed 
potatoes, gravy, canned green 
beans, spiced peaches, pickles, and 
hot biscuits, and warm blackberry 
pt e. As she moved around the tabic 
in her clean starched apron, she 
seemed — except for the strange 
gleam in her gentle blue eyes — ^ 
quiet as a rose. 

Then she went in and invited the 
two men to supper, apologizing^^ 
her biscuits as they sat down, When' 
we were all pulled up to the table* 
and our starched napkins unfold* 

G D. cleared his throat and asl 
Superintendent Shawkey to say to 
grace. 

"Thank you for the blessin 
this day; bless this food to 
use. " And Mama sitting there 
her hands folded and her head 
devoutly in prayer. For, as she 
to say, "Cleanliness is next to 
liness," and "Many hands 
light work." % 
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I Louise 
McNeill's 
Last Book 

In September 1994 the University 
of Pittsburgh Press published 
Louise McNeill's Fermi Buffalo, an 
extensive collection of the late 
poet laureate's favorite poems. 

Fermi Buffalo was the project 
which provided excitement to 
McNeill's later years. The title re¬ 
flects a fascination which McNeill 
— an historian whose son is a 
physicist — came to have with the 
contrast of the mythic past and 
the wonder of science, repre¬ 
sented here by the buffalo roam- 
mg the grounds of the Fermi 
Nuclear Accelerator in Illinois. 

As alw ays, her poems range 

64 Winter 1994 


from the profound to the playful, 
some as short as the three lines 
she called "Couple": 

You have not changed — 
for Time is kind; 

Your face — to me — 
is never lined; 

As you grow wrinkled, 

I grow blind. 

McNeill collaborated with Char¬ 
leston writer Topper Sherwood 
in preparing the manuscript for 
the book. 

^ Fermi Buffalo , 91 pages, sells for 
$29.95 in hardback and $12.95 in 
paperback. The book may be pur¬ 
chased in bookstores or from the 
University of Pittsburgh Press, 
127 North Bellefield Avenue, 
Pittsburgh, PA 15260. 
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THOMAS'McNEILL 

Cl. 1747-c*. 1800 - 

HE BUILT HIS CABIN ON THIS SITE IN 1769. THE PIONEER 

SETTLER OF SWACO. 

HE F'OUGHT IN THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION AND SERVED TWO 

ENLISTMENTS UNDER GEORGE ROGERS CLARK. 
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THOMAS McNEILL 

Ci. 1747 - Ci. 1800 

HE BUILT HIS CABIN ON THIS SITE IN 1769. THE PIONEER 

SETTLER OF SWAGO. 

HE FOUGHT IN THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION AND SERVED TWO 
ENLISTMENTS UNDER GEORGE ROGERS CLARK. 
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THOMAS McNEILL 

1747-c*. 1800 . 

HE BUILT HIS CABIN ON THIS SITE IN 1769. THE PIONEER 

SETTLER OF SWAGO ‘ ; 

HE F0UGH1 IN THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION AND SERVED TWO 
ENLISTMENTS UNDER GEORGE ROGERS CLARK. 













